M Harris, the senior chaplain, and his wife had
>een anxious for the safety of their white
terrier, Bustle, who had shared not only their
travels but their joys and sorrows for the past three
years. During June the authorities had ordered that
all dogs found about the Residency, outside their
owners' compounds, were to be hanged, and,
rather than tie up Bustle at Dr Fayrer's house,
where they were staying, they sent him out of the
city to the Martinikre College; but when Mr
Schilling, the Principal, seeing the dog pining for
his master, brought him back again, Harris decided
to keep him at Fayrer's house for the present, since
it appeared from the number of curs that were
straying round the entrenchment that the order had
not yet been enforced. Now that the siege had
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begun, however, some of the ladies in the taikhana
were looking askance at the dog, and it was doubtful
whether there would be food to spare for pets; so,
taking Bustle out one morning on the chain, Harris
asked a soldier to destroy him. The man replied that
he would shoot the dog, as he wanted to discharge
his piece and clean it.
Private Henry Metcalfe, 52nd Foot, who was
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